196                 ONE MAN'S INDIA
size, on the topmost twigs of trees or on
those low mud boundaries which divide
the fields in a country that knows nothing
of our use of hedges. The little black-and-
white Indian squirrels will run half-way
down the sunny side of the tree-trunks and
greet the horseman with their impudent
whistle. Men and women will begin to
issue from the rare villages to those
labours which no politician can alter and
the whole of that life will lie under the
horseman's eye apparently unchanged.
He himself will have out of mind whatever
business takes him forward, and will
simply respond to the influences of place
and time. There can be no serious shooting
while riding from camp to camp, but some-
thing is needed for the pot, since we are in
a region in which fish, beef, and mutton
are equally unknown. A couple of par-
tridges are easily secured, for at that time
of day the cock-bird announces his
presence with uplifted voice, What else ?
Well, just one green pigeon to enrich the
pot. Not the least sport in shooting this